but they were out, us al.so most of my colleagues ; I. loft cards. The Chaplain is witty, but he is a knave; lie returned my cull, and as I was showing him out he said: " We will help each other, we, will warn each other; for instance, you could let me know if one of your pupils showed signs of irnJ it/inn" I was amazed; he was already downstairs before 1 wan able, to answer. The Vice.-Principal is a jolly, fat man, very free in his language. The, Principal goes to vespers; he in very friendly, and has asked me to dinner. HUH wife, is a Society woman, a Catholic ami a Reactionary, she talks well, and spoke, English to me; she is the only person I care to meet hero (do riot misunderstand me, she. is fifty !). The Rector is a priest, but a good Universitarian, and well disposed towards the College ; the Bishop is dangerous, I shall not ace many people ; I am too aristocratic; in my tastes, and the air of Nevera is too Bu'otiitn. I shall only now and then turn the pages of my neighbours and colleagues. I give my lectures with care and pntilrnrr, trying to introduce a few ideas in those unripe brains; it is a good preparation for the agrf-gation.
Such is my inferior ego. But I spend half the day in a bettor region, in. conversing with you and other friends, or with my books, my piano, and especially my work. I am experimenting on myself, old fellow. I havo begun a long essay on Sensations. You know that, in my view, they are the starting point of psychology, and that in thorn are to bo found the clearest notions on the
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